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Summary: In which Mark's communicat ions dish stays intact and started 
fucking around with the crew, with NASA and with the whole planet, 
livestreaming his entire adventure, except for some bits. 


I'm So Fucked 

**Some changes to the story and some characters : * * 

**Beck and Johanssen are married before launch while Lewis remains 
single* * 

**Someone else takes Mindy's seat in SatCon** 

**Mark gets hit by debris instead of the comms dish. I'm still trying 
to figure out a good excuse for this.** 

**This is a sort of "testing the waters" type chapter here, seeing 
what I can do. Since there's a lot of scientific shit in this movie 
I'm gonna need all the help I can get trying to make some sense into 
this fic, so if there's not much here, well, yeah.** 

**Don't expect some things to respect the movie entirely. I'm writing 
this as I read the book, so yeah.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>HERMES<strong> 

**4 MONTHS AETER INITIAL EVAC** 

Commander Lewis sat, staring at the window towards the skies. It has 
been four months since they left Mars. 

Eour months since she witnessed Mark being killed and leaving his 
body to a planet where nobody will reach for half a decade. Suddenly, 
Lewis' pingeraC 1 pingedaC 1 and Johanssen 's voice came through. 



"Commander Lewis?" She asked. "Go ahead." 


"Data dump is almost complete." 

"Copy that. On my way." 

With that, Lewis decided it was time to stop stargazing, and went 
back down to the Hermes through the command module of the MAV. She 
went past the seats that they used to get off Mars, taking a glance 
at Watney's empty seat, and went towards where everyone meets, (read: 
the moving rectangle room from the movie) . She slid down the ladder 
that goes into the kitchen and headed towards Johanssen who was 
seated at the other end of the room facing a computer. "Got a batch 
of personals. Dispatching them to your laptop now." 

Ever since they had left Watney's corpse on Mars, things have since 
been quieter and moodier than when Watney was still with the crew. 
Fortunately there hasn't been any fights or yelling or anything, they 
kept their head for most of the time. Watney's death has just taken a 
massive toll on the entire crew, especially Lewis, since she was the 
one who ordered the launch. 

She, along with everyone else, would have died otherwise. 

"Whoa, we're getting a video file for the whole crew." Johanssen 
said . 

Lewis looked towards the screen a bit closer. "You know where it came 
from?" She asked her. 

"Uh, no. We never really cared much about that since we're notified 
of incoming video files all the time. This one's just come 

in . " 

Lewis signaled everyone to gather at the monitor. "Come on." 

Vogel brought his sausages, while Martinez brought his secondary copy 
of his Jesus cross. 

"Well, let's play it." Lewis said. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>Mark Watney slowly trudged forward towards the computer with 
a towel wrapping around him. After waking up with a piece of metal 
stuck inside his abdomen, he deserved much more than just day of 
rest, but as of right now he had other priorities . <em> 

_Sitting down on the chair, he typed, one hand on the keyboard with 
the other hand keeping his towel in place, " " on the keyboard along 
with his password. He started up the HAB Journal and soon it was 
recording ._ 

_"Helloa€l this isa€l this is Mark Watney, astronaut" He said, losing 
his voice for a moment before composing himself. "I'm entering this 
log for the record, in case I don't make it, so if anyone stumbles 
upon this HAB, well, they'll know what happened to me . 

Johanssen gasped and covered her mouth with her hand, Martinez 
exclaimed "oh my God", Lewis had kept a stoic face on while Beck and 



Vogel's expressions were identical a€" mouth open. 


_He looked up at the calendar next to the rows and rows of pictures 
and other photos that the crew took on Earth, and faced the camera 
again. "It isa€l currently, Sol 7, anda€ 1 wella€l I'm alive." He 
raised his eyebrows and tilted his head for a moment. 

"Obviously . 

_He shuffled slightly in his very hard and uncomfortable seat. "I'm 
guessing that's going to come off as a surprise to my crew matesa€ 1 
and to NASAa€ 1 and to Earth, to be honest. Soa€l_ 

_Surprise! I'm not dead. The best I can figure on what happened is 
that aa€ 1 piece of debrisa€l a., well, a piece of metal. I have no 
way of telling for sure without going out and casing what's outside 
the HAB because when I woke up halfway through the Martian soil, I 
didn't really take note of my surroundings, soa€ 1 

_He grabbed a bottle of water he tucked inside his pockets and drank 
a bit. "A piece of debris struck me, and pierced straight through the 
bio-monitor, and obviously ripped a hole into the suit I was wearing. 
I would explain to you how I managed to live even with a hole in my 
suit, but honest to god I'm too tired to do so._ 

_So when that happened, the rest of my team would have saw the 
pressure in my suit drop to basically zero coupled immediately by my 
bio-signs going flat. Combine that with seeing me being blown off 
into the wind with a ten to five inch steel metal rod stuck in my 
chest in the middle of a sandstorm on a planet where the atmosphere 
is so dense it can literally make your head implodeaC 1 yeah, you get 
the point. 

_He stood up and started to pace around the room, staying in the 
camera's field of vision. _ 

_"As of right now, I've got no way of contacting NASA, and even if I 
could, it would be roughly four years before a manned mission reaches 
me and that's not counting delays and other things to make sure they 
get off the ground and, well, on to this ground. Everyone on Earth 
thinks I'm dead and I'm in one gram box designed to keep someone 
alive for a month. The oxygenator breaks. I'll suffocate. The water 
reclaimer breaks down. I'll die of thirst. If the Hab breaches. I'll 
just sort ofa€ 1 implode, and if by some miracle, none of that 
happens. I'll eventually run out of food and starve to death. _ 

_So yeah. I'm fucked. 

_He sat down again and started writing on some piece of paper. 
"LuckilyaC 1 

_He pointed the piece of paper at the camera showing designs and 
schematics of the communicat ions dish of the Hab. "I still have the 
comms dish. The only problem with that is what good is a 
communicat ions dish when the Hermes is too far away to get anything 
I'm trying to send them? I actually asked myself that question before 
I recorded this. My conclusion was "Euck it." So after this, I'm 
gonna send this video file to the Hermes in hopes that it is still in 
range. If not, well shit. If it is, I probably wouldn't even get a 
notification that I have so... yeah. I mean, I don't know! I'm a 
botanist and an engineer, not a hacker. That's Johanssen's job, by 



the way. I'm recording this on her laptop. _ 

_Sorry, Johanssen, but if you didn't want me sorting through your 
shit, you probably shouldn't have left me here."_ 

_With that, he quickly turned the video off._ 


End 
f lie . 



